?6                     A TOTAL ECLIPSE.

the setting sun hides the red landd of our old
sweet love. And I can take thee back to it, out
of this dim and dingy wood. Only I can carry
thee back to the land beyond the sunset hill, where
love Is lying dead. Over the sea where monsters
lurk, and great pearls grow in sunless deeps, I can
carry thee back again to the land of long ago.
Never a ship with a silken sail could rock thee
over across the waves so well as I will waft thee
there on the swell of this soft breast. Never a
breeze from the sandal hill could ferry thee over
a silent sea so gently as will I, by breathing into
thy raptured ear tales of thy old forgotten past
with fond and fragrant lips. What! art thou still
oblivious of that old delicious birth? Dost thou
never behold in dreams the paradise of our little
hut, and slake again thy raging thirst in a long
forbidden kiss ? Does she never come back to
thee, the Brdhmani girl with a face like mine, with
lips that laughed and eyes that shone, and a mango
flower in her hair? Say, dost thou never dream
of her? And she shook his arm with frenzy, and
exclaimed : Ha I wake from thy magic sleep, and

d The Sanskrit dwipa has exactly the same connotation
as our islands of the Blest, and like them it is placed in the
setting sun*